yielded to his mother's appeal and went out. When he
reached the Rue Durantin, he saw Chou coming out of the
house. She ran up to him, and after an affectionate embrace,
Antoine took her hand to walk to Yvette's door. The child
trotted along beside him, but after a few steps she withdrew
her hand and stopped.

e There's a man at home,' she said.

'Whatman?'

He learned that Yvette had returned in the late afternoon
of the day before. A man had spent the night with her.
Antoine tried to hope that it was her prisoner husband
come back home. Chou also thought that the man might
well be her father. In any case he was a soldier. He tried
to get her to describe the uniform, but the child's vocabulary
was not exact nor wide enough to make this clear. Suddenly
she pointed to a group of German officers climbing the
slope of the Rue Tholoze. The man had been dressed a*
they were.

'Not M. Malinier?'

' No, I know M. Malinier/

Antoine stood for a moment motionless on the edge of
the pavement, wiping his eyes with the sleeve of his over-
coat. Chou asked him no questions, well knowing why he
was so sad. Never again would she come upon them, lips
clinging to lips, and looking at each other with languishing,
animal eyes. It was now the soldier's mouth that clung to
mummy's. Nor did he look like a languishing animal. He
was rather terrifying; his blue eyes were hard and
bulging. His shaven crown, covered with a short white
bristle, flushed abruptly, and his fingers clutched at
mummy's frock like spider's tentacles. But mumm)
seemed quite happy.

Antoine lifted her into his arms. Chou put hers round
his neck, and kying her lips to him, looked at him with the
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